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and much to be Lamented | 


Earlof QORRER Y, 


CASTL E-MARTER | 


_ Uponthe Right Honourable 


_— — - 


SLIP! 


OCEFR Eirt 


Who departed this Lifeat 


OT _— + © TY HP Ia CE, 


inthe County of COR K. 


16 Oftobris 


Pj Wat News hath Wings, we ev'ry day d 
And Ill doth ever leave the dell being _ 


Boy mr Ariarthe World to terrifie. 

At Cork, at Dublin, London, and at Paris 

Too ſoon 't arrives, and ROME, but there ne'er tarries, 
Till at both' Tzzdies, or where &er more far is. 

* Mongſt the Worlds Treaſuries, it there declare, 
Than any theirs, a Pear] more' rich, more rare 

W' have loſt; thus ranging all the World about, 
Finds many zealous mournful Poets out : 

But (till I thought the Muſes triple Trine, 

And Learned Crew concern'd, muſt have deſign 
Some Eagles Quill ſhould make the worthy Pen, 
'To write their Dictates on the beſt of Men ; 

But chanc'd to view a mournful Elegy 

Upon his Death, enough to ſtupifie 

The Reader, whilſt the Poet did invite 

Each Poetaſter on him Diſtichs t write, 

This Author took I for good warrant to it, 

To be as bold as any Errant Poet : 

But quick as Thought A/jrerva ſaid in haſte, 

Hold, hold, poor man! don't Time and Paper waſte ; 
He was my Foſter Child, 'twas my good hap 

The Babe to dandle firſt upon my Lap, 

Who kindly took my Breaſts, and throve (o well, 
That in the Liberal Arts he did excel]. 

Thy grov'ling Fancy, and too low pitch'd Eye, 
Cannot reach up unto the Poets Skie : 

Be not like thoſe that to ſhoot up are bold, 

At what their dazled ſenſe cannot behold : 

Thine hand to th'Stars thou may;{t extend as well, 
As ORRERT's due praiſe conceive, or tell: 

His Noble Birth, Lite, Death, is a fit Story, 

Reſerv'd to Crown ſome Poet Laureat's Glory : 

His Duſt is Sacred, therefore do not dare. 

The Muſes Darling, and the Graces Dear, 

With thy rude Rhimes, devoid of Time and Meaſure, 
Once to prophane, (a Sacred Poet's Treaſure. ) 

I bleſs'd him young thus 'bove thy reach, and ſtature, 
Beſides what Mars beſtow'd on's Noble Nature. 
Thou fain would'ſt tell how th' Graces ſtill invite him 
Their Gueſt, when Mars doth ceaſe texcite him 
Brighter in Arms, than's Arts ere-while to ſhine, 

In God's and's King's cauſe ſtill defending thine. 


Admire not then the death oF QPZEDY q- ta 
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His'care to breed brave Horſes thou would'{t write, 


In Peace for Pleaſure, and in War for fight : 
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While thouſands yet alive would with thee Gay, 


Rs OR. 


His Prowels (under'God) obtain'd that Day. 


But what is this to all that he hath done, 

To th' Towns and Caſtles he by force hath won2 
Thou'dſt find an endleſs Task on't, to declare 

His Peaceful Virtues, or's exploits in War. 
In.genera] terms I know thou'd(t praiſe thus far, 
Prudent in Counſel, proſperous in War : 

But home to ſpeak his praiſe, and to deſcend 

Unto particulars, there were no end. 

Singly admire his prudence in the thing , 

So well contriv'd that did reftore the King, 

Whoſe conſtant Loyalty ſince th Reſtoration 

'Sa worthy pattern to th' unſtable Nation. 

Thou ken(t not of the Knots, or the Meanders 

Of State-Intrigues, diſplay'd 'mongſt bold Commanders; 
Then lay thy Pen by, don't i'th* leaſt Eclipſe 

A General's Glory by thy Pen, or Lips. 

Let England, Scotland, Ireland, mourning ſay, 

For threeſcore years and more enjoy'd-have they, : 
InORRERT an Atlas, loſt this day. 

His death's a loſs unparallel'd, the King 

A grave wile Counſellor, and moſt loving 

Subject hath loſt, the Church a Gracious Son, 

The Realm a Peer, yea, and a Peerleſs one ; 

The Court a Pillar, th' Army a Commander 

Of high Conduct, as was great Alexander ; 

The Countreys loſs as great yea greater rather, 
InORRE &RTisloſt a moſt dear Father. 

Th' haſt company enough, who, than to mourn, 
Can't other glory add unto his Urn. 

I tel] thee (till thou need'{t not, can't not write 
Great O R R E RFPs due praiſe, who Shines too bright 
His Sacred Poems now but in the Prefs, 

Will ſpeak his noble praiſe in fairer drefs : 

His Wit and Worth were 'bove thy Ken or Story, 
Who therefore's wrapt into immortal Glory. 

But 'cauſe thou had*ſt a mind to do thy beſt, 

Thoy, with his Coat of Arms, a Mourner reſt. 

Thou art forewarn'd ((he ſaid.) Now farewell Friend. 
So cre I had begun, I made an END. — 


LONDON. Printed for Rowland Reynolds, at the Middle-Exchange in the Strand. 1680. 
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